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Fun Week by Week. 
By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


\ Wednesday.—The Kaiser tells me he’s going to visit Spain before 
he goes home. What’s up? Is the Imperial William going to pose 
as the pal of all the dead and played-out nations ? 


THE CAST OF THE DIE. 


The Kaiser (his motives are murky) 
Who’s visited, over the main, 

Dead Judah and tottering Turkey, 
Is going to moribund Spain. 

‘Hail! Cesar! The dying salute thee! ”’ 
The doomed in the old time have said; 

But, History, how will this suit thee ? 
Here’s Cesar saluting the dead! 


Had a look at the Lord Mayor’s Show, just for fashion’s sake, then 
ran down for an hour or two to the Liverpool Autumn Meeting. 
Wind uncommonly boisterous—got blown to Norway in a fishing 
smack. Came back and spent a pleasant time at both Dowdeswell’s 
and Graves’ picture galleries. Got Roosevelt in for New York in spite 
of Tammany, and helped to give away the prizes at Milton Mount 
College after dining at the Mansion House. 


Thursday.—Got up early and attended a blood-thirsty duel in 
Vienna. Seconds wouldn’t allow it to goto a fatal termination. 
Pity! If I had my way, would never allow a duel unless both com- 
batants undertook to get killed—only way to stamp out the 
drearily, stupid practice! Took the Kaiser to Baalbec, but hastened 
back to help at the sale of the Hooley estates, and spent rest of 
the day at a charming Water-colour and Pastel Show at the Goupil 
Galleries. 


Friday.—Started Her Most Gracious comfortably on her home- 
ward journey from Balmoral. Went to a doll show at Prince’s 
Gate (Lady Samuelson’s) in connection with Children’s Happy Even- 
ings; after which to Clerkenwell to watch the L.C.C. committee 
recommend (or otherwise) music and dancing licences. 


LAW AND LICENCE. 


The L.C.C. is sitting 
The licences to grant 
To see that things are fitting 
For each one’s maiden aunt ; 
The Council shows a high sense 
Of duty’s royal call, 
And wont consent to licence 
Of any kind at all. 


Dined with the Chemical Society, half-a-dozen of its ex-presidents, 
and a whole host of big scientists, then to Welbeck to join the 
Duke and Duchess of Connaught “in the dance,” etc. 


Y ; ly sent in. 
Norice.—The Editor will not be anewerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 





Saturday.—Got Marchand off last night from Cairo; sorry he’s 
going that round-about way home—not a bad chap at all—but 
France (official France) has enough on her hands at present, and 
doesn’t want a ‘“‘hero”’ bothering round and complicating things. 
Took Lord Kitchener down to Cranleigh, and came back to have a 
look at the new Claridge’s Hotel. Took Lord Salisbury down to 
Windsor in the evening, and dined with him and Her Most Gracious. 
Dined also with Lord Rosebery and the London Lothians at the 
Hotel Cecil. 


Monday.—Attended to *hear the National Sporting Club case— 
verdict of “ Accidental death.” Victim died, as far as I could 
make out, from heart disease, in consequence of getting a clot of 
blood in his brain from a blow! Went off for a blow with another 
club—a blow to Sheen with the Motor Car Club—and did very 
nicely. Dined with Lord Kitchener at Hotel Cecil—Lord K. seems 
well on the job with dinners, but I suppose a man must have one 
every day in any case. Went to Southport after and helped Lord 
and Lady Curzon get presents and the former make a speech. 


Tuesday.—Got the tip and hurried over to the Wellington Barracks. 
Lord Kitchener (no worse for his dinners) distributed the Khedive 
medals for the Soudan campaign to a number of officers and men, 
somewhat unexpectedly. Went and hada good look.at the bull 
dogs at the Westminster Aquarium, then turned into the Hay- 
market Theatre, where a meeting was being held to discuss 
Mr. Passmore Edwards’ offer of an Actors’ Orphanage, provided the 
actors would keep it up. Actors decided that they couldn’t keep it 
up at present, but managed to raise £3,000 on the spot as a little 
beginning towards it. 


ORPHAN ON. 


The tale of professional orphans 

(That is, of the orphans of “ pros ’’) 
The bosom of adamant so(r)ftens 

To list to the tale of their woes; 
And if at more Haymarket meetings 

(Where three thousand “ thick uns” were got) 
—_ meet with similar greeting, 

ey like it as orphan as not. 


Read ‘“‘The Long White Cloud” all the afternoon. Dined with 
Lord Kitchener at the Army and Navy Club. Also with the 
Middle ebmes wi it being their Michaelmas Term Grand Day. Got 


to bed somehow. 
Tue SPorres. 











Sarcasm. 
Boarding-house Keeper.—‘ Another cup of tea, Mr. Grumple?” 
ceded If you please, madam. The same as before ; taste- 
less, and with the chill off.” 
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The Bungle Book by Theyard Quipling. 
THE PACIFIC BEHAVIOUR OF YAN KEE. 


“ Tarnation,” shouted Yan Kee, 
** Cloxed doors are just a crime 
You bet your bottom dollar 
While there’s a mart to collar 
I’m there, boys, all the time. 
Tarnation—Franki, Bowski, 
And Puff Tupp all were wrong— 
Aqgainat the stream can none row ; 
I’ve had enough of Munroe, 
Awd now I shan’t be long!” 
* Ach, Himmel!” murmured Puff Tupp— 
“There go my fondest hopes! 
Charybdia firet, now Scyla— 
The Transvaal, now Manila! 
I thought I knew the ropes. 
Ach, Himmel! All is over, 
Now Yankee takes the floor, 
With my far East ambition 
This latest coalition 
Will force the open door.” 


“ Sapriati !" muttered Franki 
+ Ah, here’s a atate of tiings ! 
Mi way at hest was clouded, 
ind now the path t& shrouded 
By Yan Kee’s beaatly wings, 
Sapristi! No more plunder 
In Aata there will be! 
Thouah dtacontents d Tam 
With Tonquin and with Siam, 
There'll be no more for me!” 


** Great Peter !"’ murmured Bowski 
“ My last ‘claim’ I have‘ jumped’! 
If Yan Kee'’s coming over 
To join the old Sea Rover 
Vy higgest card ta trumped | 
Great Peter!” shouted Bowski— 
‘Old Bool was pretty tougkh— 
Kut if lia sons and cousins 
Come over here in dozena 
I'll have tocry— Enough!'" 


** Good business!” roared old Jon Bool; 


** Now we shall see some fun! 


For I and my relation 
Will doubtle ol heat Creation 
To pulp before we've done. 
Good business! Hail, Columbia! 
Things very soon will hum 
When brother standa by brother, 
And each aasista the other ; 


9 


The cry is, let them come! 


For some time past Bool and Yan Kee had been like brothers, 
they ate out of the same dish, and drank of the same loving cup, 
and sang the same songs in the same qui vive; and the sameness 
had begun to pall upon their friends. Whenever Yan Kee 
mentioned “ Stars and Stripes,’’ Bool rose on his hind legs and 
roared three cheers, and sang the “ Star-Spangled Banner” right 
through with all the encore verses, till the welkin rang again: and 
whenever Bool mentioned the Union Jack, Yan Kee flapped his 
wings and screamed defiance to the four quarters of the world in 
arms, and sang ‘‘ Rule Britannia"’’ right through twice, till 
the welkin rang once more; and whenever Bool met Yan Kee they 
went swaggering arm-in-arm all over the world treading on every- 
body’s toes and singing ‘‘ Yankee Doodle” to the tune of “God 
Save the Queen,” till it seemed as if the welkin would never leave 
off ringing any more. In fact, it was plain to even the meanest 
intelligence that David and Jonathan, and Damon and Phintias 
were out of it, and that yet another record had been broken. 

When Bowski noticed how things were going, he was very upset, 
for he is almost all concentrated intelligence, in fact all of him that 
isn’t pure wisdom is unsatisfied hunger of the most voracious de- 
scription. Hesaw at a glance that a friendship such as this must 
inevitably conduce to peace; a peace that not even a Peace Con- 
ference would be able to break. This awful thought preyed upon 
his mind to such an extent that he gave up making promises and 
treaties, and took to singing ‘‘ Yankee Doodle” to the tune of the 
‘* Marseillaise,’’ till the welkin rang worse than ever. 

When Franki recognised that Bool and Yankee had once and for 
all settled all outstanding differences, and had buried the war- 
hatchet with military and naval honours, he became very agitated, 
and mentioned to everyone that he, too, had a friend who loved him 
like a brother; and that his friend was a friend in need, a true and 
a noble friend who would she d his life ’s blood if necessary in the 
defence of Franki’s honour, and that his friends name was Bowski. 
and he didn’t care who heard him say so: indeed, the more that 

eard him say the bet But when Bowski called him 
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When Puff Tupp saw that Bool and Yan Kee had started per- 
manently in business as mutual provision provendors, and were 
about to open emporiums all over the world, he immediately asked 
permission to join the firm as senior partner, or general manager, 
or head cashier, or porter, or in any capacity so long as he was 
allowed to eat of the crumbs that fell from the counters of the 
emporiums. Unfortunately Puff Tupp had, ina fit of absence of 
mind, as a matter of fact his mind was on a pilgrimage at the time, 
anyway, he had, in an unguarded moment, dared to ruffle the edge 
of Yan Kee’s plumage, under a mistaken impression that he (Puff 
Tupp) was an Eagle of the same breed as the great Spread Eagle. 
Of course, Yan Kee had soon put their relative positions 
in a proper light, but at the same time the mere thought 
that an eagle with a head like that could possibly imagine he 
was related to him, stuck in Yan Kee’s gizzard to such an 
extent that he took a positive dislike to poor old Puff Tupp. 
However, Bool, who has always been fond of Puff Tupp, 
in a way, talked the matter over with Yan Kee, and it was at last 
decided that if Puff Tupp behaved himself he might possibly be 
allowed to wait on Bool and Yan Kee as tail-bearer. Of course, 
when Puff Tupp heard this he was beside himself with delight, and 
he set “‘ Yankee Doodle”’ to a tune of his own composing and sang 
it in public, till the welkin cracked right across through the 
unaccustomed vibration. 

Well, Yan Kee and Bool put their heads together and talked 
matters over, and held a peace conference with each other, and 
decided— 

First: That there should be no more war. 

Secondly: That when anyone had a dispute with Bool, Yan Kee 
should be appointed arbitrator, and vice versa. 

Thirdly: That should Bool and Yan Kee ever have a dispute 
with each other, they should toss for it. 

Lastly: That if at any time anyone disagreed with Yan Kee’s or 
300l’s decisions, the provender in dispute should be divided equally 
between Yan Kee and Bool. 

When it dawned upon poor Bowski exactly what the Peace 
Conference’s decision really meant, he put forth his whole strength 
to 3ut that is anothe story. 











The Careless Captain. 


(Mrs. Weldon appeared in court recently, as plaintiff, to recover 
damages for personal injuries received on board a steamer through 
a lurch of the ship, alleging that ‘‘it was the duty of the defendants 
to fasten her to the deck-rail.’’ Mr. Justice Bruce, however, and a 
hard-hearted jury failed to appreciate the lady’s argument. | 

PLAINTIFF :— 
‘‘ As I was sailing from Dieppe, 
There came a wave which shook the ship 
And flung me to my knees : 
It hurt my feelings—and my hand, 
For which the law, I understand, 
Will give me damagees; 
For if the captain and the crew 
Their bounden duty will not do, 
And fasten up the women all, 
It stands to sense 
The negligence 
Of crew and captain’s criminal.” 
JUDGE :— 


“T gather from what you have said 
This notion you've got in your head— 
When a lady takes trip 
On a steamer or ship, 
The duty of the captain to constringe her is; 
He must strap her up on deck 
By the ankle or the neck, 
In case she fall and suffer serious injuries. 
But I’m bound to tell you this that there’s a flaw 
In your lucid exposition of the law : 
Just imagine you are fastened to the rail, 
And you come across an equinoctial gale, 
Which strains her sides and loosens every girder ; 
The good ship sinks; 
Why then, methinks 
(It’s absurd! I can’t conceive a case absurder) 
That captain’s made a slip, 
y ' } on t} hit 
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The Kaiser’s Return. 


WHEN Willie comes marching home 
again, hoch! hoch! hoch! hoch; 

They'll give him a*German welcome 
then, hoch! hoch! hoch! hoch! 

The girls will wave, the boys will cheer, 

The men get drunk on lager beer, 

And they’ll all feel gay when 

Willie comes marching home! 











——— 


“Die Wacht am Rhein.” 


WHEN monarchs travel in the East 

Staying with lazy Turks to feast, 

We wonder much, to say the least, 
What schemes are being made. 


'Tis not for coffee and chibouque. 

That he his native land forsook, 

"Twas perhaps to make, by hook or crook, 
Fresh fields for German trade. 


Was it to seek some hidden joys, 

Or only just to make the noise 

That’s dearly loved by bragging boys, 
He went to Jericho? 


Or merely to induce the Turk 

For the great Fatherland to work ? 

Surely behind this there must lurk 
Some scheme we’d like to know. 


A pilgrim with no staff in hand, 

Not even like Crusader grand, 

Pray does he love the Holy Land 
With all his heart and soul ? 


’Tis not to oust the infidel, 

Or talk with maidens at a well, 

So why he makes, we cannot tell, 
Jerusalem his goal. 


Time will unfold all hidden things, 
And much good out of evil brings, 
Will take from slandering tongues their 
stings, 
And prove the action fine. 


So, Kaiser, we will trust in you, 
And not suspect the things you do, 
We believe your only view 
To keep ‘“‘ Die Wacht am Rhein.”’ 





by auction. ] 


THE sale of fruit (at auction placed) 
Its very height and zenith reaches: 
The dudes bid large for one small taste 
Of one small pair of peaches! 
And well may do so; since they deign 
No lifeless earth-growth to salute— 
The sweetest lips in Sam’s domain 
Comprise the longed-for fruit ! 
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Big Doings in the Fruit Market. 
[In aid of the Hebrew Charity Fair at the New York Coliseum, 
the beautiful actress, Minnie Seligman, has consented to sell a kiss 


We cannot guess in whose behoof 


The auctioneer will drop his hammer: 
But, whosoe’er he be, that coof 
Will realise the glamour 
Which o’er our sire in Eden burst, 
And to himself such bliss impute 
As Father Adam felt, when first 
He ate forbidden fruit ! 


You think we go a bit too far 


When we compare that well-won kiss 
Wrong you are! 


For, be you sure of this— 


With Adam’s apple ? 
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Master Tommy (a City man).—‘ My father is as good as yours. 
Only the other day he presented our church with handsome 


office, and gives to charities. 
plate.” 


Dolly (who reads newspapers).—‘* And does it all with other people’s money.” 
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M. T.—‘‘ What do you mean?” 
D.—‘I heard papa say he is a company promoter.” 





| He (when she kissed her dog). 
She (coldly).—‘‘ 1 dare say ; he’s a thorough-bred puppy 


The Fancy-Dress Ball. 


Hs was young, inexperienced, foolish, and vain, 


And he went to a fancy-dress ball, 


Where he wore a gold watch and a glittering chain 


That did not suit his make-up at all. 














Why, he has a City 


Now a kind friend had said, ** If you'll listen to me, 


That fine ticker at home you will keep; 


For at shows such as that there are certain to be 
Sundry wolves in the clothing of sheep.” 


But the foolish young man went his own foolish way 


Heeding not his good mentor’s advice ; 


And he flirtedand danced and, I’m sorry to say, 


Went in freely for champagne and ice, 


Then his ticker was snatched by a thief in the crowd, 


Masquerading in gay, borrowed plumes ; 
And that sadder and wiser young Johnny allowed 
There were wolves there in Fox’s costumes. 


Insinuating. 








“T envy your dog !”’ 
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» A Minirary HERO TAKEN IMMEDIATELY AFTER A 


Hail, Columbia! 
JoHN BULL :— 
Aut that you have conquered, 
That you'd better hold ; 
Be an Empire planner 
Spread the spangled banner, 
Let it fly unrolled! 
Over in Manila 
Let its staff be set; 
For the isles you’ve taken 
Must not be forsaken. 
JONATHAN :— 
Not by me! 
JouHN But :— 
Now that Spain is vanquished ; 
Be not over kind— 
Though her misrule’s finished ; 
Your work's not diminished, 
You must bear in mind; 
What you've taken, stick to— 
For, 'twixt you and me, 
Pow’r to be commanding, 
Must be Pow’'r expanding— 
JONATHAN :— 








Phillipines and Cuba, 
Puerto Rico, too— 
Look on them as samples, 
Merely small examples 
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PORTRAIT OF THE SAME HERO TAKEN AFTER A FEW WEEKS OF 





CONGRAT!LATORY RANQUETS AND RECEPTIONS. 


Of the work you'll do! 
Far away in China 
We our claims must press— 
You and I united, 
Soon can have things righted— 
JONATHAN :— 
Yes! That’s so, I guess. 
JONATHAN :— 
What you say is just, Sir, 
I at once admit, 
But what you’re insisting 
All the world’s resisting 
When you think of it. 
All the world’s against us, 
That is plain to see— 
France and Spain and Prussia— 
All the strength of Russia 


BULL :— 
You leave them to me! 
JONATHAN :— 
See, they dodge my footsteps 
Hate— but fear to strike— 
And their angry glances, 


BU VG 





f ley gatber round 
Will they dare attack 
That's the situation! 
Can we whip Creation ? 


? 





BULL :— 
When we’re back to back. 


JONATHAN :— 


Back to back, then, face them ! 
See, they turn away— 
And their hate they smother— 
Now we know each other-- 
We shall win the day. 
But if they, sombining, 
Think that they can score— 
Turn to sword from pen, Sir— 
What will happen then, Sir? 


BULL :— 
Just the tug of war. 


JONATHAN :— 


Thanks, John! You're a white man! 
Trusty, tried, and true! 
And to think I ever 
Made it my endeavour 
To embarrass you. 
Blood’s a bond, you’ve proved it, 
None can ever break 
: .T eat the other 


~ ‘ ; ne + 


BoTH : 
That is so, Sir—shake ! 
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HAIL, COLUMBIA! 
“YOU KEEP WHAT YOU’VE ACHIEVED, BROTHER JONATHAN. 


DRIFTED INTO AN UNEXPECTED 
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YOU HAVE MY ENTIRE APPROVAL,” 


WITH THI 3RITISH ISLES AGAINST FOREIGN 


Philadelphia Union League, 


yr Carloon Verses see page 164.) 
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Aunt SMITHERS has 


, been making it warm 
PLL \ 
| \ 












for Susan. Poor 
Susan! It came to 
our knowledge only 
lately that Susan had 

| got another John Jaw- 
kins; but what’s that to do with Aunt Smithers? 

Jealousy, I suppose. Anyhow, the new John Jawkins is a very 
fine fellow, though he doesn’t take much notice of us—only Susan. 
His name, by-the-way, is not John, but ‘‘Tommy.” He wears a 
nice red coat, and doesn’t seem to be able to bend his knees or back, 
also he has an irritating habit of constantly whirling a cane. 

We met him in the park the morning after the dinner party, and 
we all got on very well together from the first. 

He, “Tommy” (not to be confounded with the lady cyclist’s 
“‘ Tom"’) was so nice and affable, and let Susan try his cap on. 

“’Ten’shun! ’ shouted Tommy; “ Left, right, left,” and Susan 
commenced to march up and down. We all enjoyed the new game 
very much, and quite a lot of people stopped to look, too. It’sa 
nice sort of game, and I suppose one of them wins in the end, but 
in this instance it was never finished, for, as Susan was ‘‘ mounting 
guard ’’ as she called it, Aunt Smithers appeared on the scene. 

‘“‘Taps,’’ said my brother twinlet as our worthy aunt approached, 
“there’s going to be trouble. Smithers looks as if she’d swallowed 
a@ brown powder. Susan had better look out.” 

‘* Serve her right,”’ I said; “I’m sure John Jawkins wouldn’t like 
the way she’s carrying on.” 





—— 





«(6 : - _ 
“She ast ‘ 7 ; 
til I repiied., ha 


‘Not at all, ie rey man’s a soldier. All 
soldiers are brave, and none but the brave deserve the fair.”’ 





Tommy was the first to observe Aunt Smithers, who had now 
come very near, folded, herf{arms, and gazed sternly at Susan’s 
masquerade. 

( 4“ What ho, old gal!” he said (I wonder how she liked that). 
“You look as if you’d lost a shilling and picked up sixpence. Come 
and join the happy party.” 




















‘Susan!’ said Aunt Smithers, in awful tones. ‘‘ How dare you! 
Who is this man?” 

Susan screamed, and turned nearly the colour of Tommy’s coat. 

‘“* Please, mum,” she said, “it isn’t a man; it’s only a soldier.”’ 

‘Very fine, indeed,” said our aunt. ‘And pray, sir, what have 
you to say for enticing this servant girl to neglect her charges?” 

“ Well, mum,” said Tommy, “I think it rather ’ard on the gal if 
she can’t see her brother once in a while, and I was only a giving 
her a little protection.like. There's a lot of rough people about 
here, mum—no offence to you, mum—and if you’re the mother of 
— two beautiful babies, well, all I can say is, they does you 
credit.” 

Aunt Smithers’ mouth shut up like a rat-trap. Tommy’s little 
speech was rather clever, but it didn’t wash with her. 

“ You will soon have plenty of opportunity of protecting your 
sister,” she snarled, ‘‘ without endangering the lives of those little 
children or making an exhibition of yourself.” 

“Taps,” said Raps nudging me, ‘‘I never noticed before what a 
curious voice our Aunt’s got. She must have swallowed a nutmug 
grater.” 

‘“‘ Please, mum,” said Susan half crying, ‘‘ don’t tell missis. You 
was young once yourself.’, 

‘*Silence, girl!’’ screamed Aunt Smithers, ‘remove that dis- 
graceful headgear, and take your charges home at once.” 

We proceeded home without further comment. The maternal 
and Aunt Smithers were very severe with Susan, who has been cry- 
ing on and off ever since, and keeps on muttering, ‘‘It will have 


to be Mrs. John Jawkins after all.” 


The affair has had an extraordinary effect on Raps. He seems to 
have forgotten all about his swallowing propensities, and, moreover, 
insists on drilling me. He also will not answer unless I call him 
‘*Kitchener.’”’ I said I would call him what he liked, but thought 
** Parlourer’’ would be more polite. 

It was over this self-same drilling that we—I regret to say— 
almost came to blows. You see it is somewhat trying to be ina 
state of constant drill (I shouldn’t have so much minded had I 
drilled him) and I rebelled. 

Raps was equal to the emergency. 

‘Taps,’ he said, ‘it’s no use hurting each other. Have a row 
if you like, but let's do it pleasantly, like the maternal does with 


nt on hers 


He at once assumed his pleasantest sm 
tT. \ . -_ | . | sé y _ 4 . . ‘ © T 
muy Very ear iaps, I Said, ' l may n now 1 Juv 4 


little beast I've ever sex 























opemmaga 

















NOVEMBER 22, 1898. 





“Do you really think so?” I answered, smiling. ‘How nice of 
you! And you are the most conceited little ass I’ve ever heard of.” 

‘You shouldn’t flatter me like that,” said Raps, “ or you'll make 
me blush.” ; 

“I’m not clever enough for that, my dear Raps,’’ I answered. 

“You could put your cleverness in your eye without making it 
water,’’ he retorted. ; 

“Say that again,”’ I exclaimed, dropping the Maternal-Smithers 
style of quarreling and reaching for my bayonet. 

‘‘ You’re another,” he answered, fetching his sword. 

I really think there would have been bloodshed had not Susan 
entered the room at that moment in time to receive our united 
charge. 

She called us spiteful little things, and took advantage of the 
maternal’s absence to inflict We are very glad Susan is going. 
Our self-respect has suffered a severe shock. _ 


(To be continued.) 























Waftings from the Wings. 

The Sorcerer and Trial by Jury are running merrily at the 
Savoy, Mr. Carte once more proving himself a “ revivalist ” of 
much sagacity. The Sorcerer, it may be remarked, came of age on 
Thursday last, and this, the forerunner of the series of splendid 
successes achieved by its authors, is as bright and amusing to-day 
as it was when first produced twenty-one years ago at the Opera 
Comique 

One notable feature of the entertainment at the Savoy 
is that the singers really sing, and do not treat the audience 
to the experiments in muzzled voice production so much 
in vogue with the tenors and sopranos of to-day. The 
Savoyards do not hide their voices under bushels of technique, but 
sing out, and are justified in their daring by the applause of the 
audience. Mr. Walter Passmore, both as the Family Sorcerer 
and as the Usher, provokes much laughter. Mr. Robert Evett 
and Miss Ruth Vincent as Alexis and Aline respectively sing 
charmingly. Mr. Jones Hewson, Mr. Leonard Russell, and Miss 
Ethel McAlpine put in some capital work, while Miss Rosina 
Brandram acts and sings with all her accustomed charm. On 
the evening we were present Miss Emmie Owen, owing to 
indisposition, was unable to take the part of Constance; 
Miss Madge Moyse, however, proved a thoroughly capable substitute. 
Especial praise must be given to Mr. Henry A. Lytton, who as 
Doctor Daly and as the Learned Judge was altogether 
admirable. Without the slightest exaggeration of voice or gesture, 
Mr. Lytton makes every point tell, and acts with so much distinc- 
tion of manner, with so just an appreciation of the characters he 
portrays, and with such restrained and subtle humour, that to 
watch his performance is a liberal education in the art of the actor- 
baritone. 

As for the libretti—are they not written by W.S. Gilbert? and as 
for the music—is it not composed by Arthur Sullivan? We 
positively decline to ‘‘Sir”’ the one or “ Mr.” the other,” we would 
as soon give Beethoven a title, or refer to ‘“‘ Mr.’’ Aristophanes. 


If you want to turn worry to joy, 
Or an ev’ning you’d wisely employ, 
You had better drop in 
On the Resident Dijin 
At the box-office at the Savoy. 
For he will, verily, 
Treat you right merrily— 
Drive your dull care away— 
‘Blue devils’ scare away— 
Book with security 
Seats for futurity— 
Or he will breezily 
Sell you a private box, holding four easily ! 


He’s a wizard without an alloy! 
He will turn all your worry to joy! 
So you'd better look in 
On the Resident Dijin 
At the box-office at the Savoy. 


At the Empire Theatre, Lavater Lee, a really humorous clown 
and exceptionally nimble acrobat and vaulter, introduces an 
educated mule from which all traces of stubbornness have been so 
successfully eradicated that it seems to be consumed only with an 
irresponsible sense of frisky fun and deviltry. It is facile princeps 
in the accomplishment of high kicking, and in its knowledge of the 
“ savatte’’ might even give a few hints to ‘“‘ Les Boxeurs Frangais.”’ 
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“he Christmas edition of the Penny Illustrated Paper is cone 
ceived in the topical vein—not in vain, we're quite sure, as Mr. 
John Latey, the editor, invariably views the way of the vane. 
Everything in it is dedicated to the arid influence of the Soudan 
Kitchener, and yet there is nothing dry about the stories, which 
dilate upon the beauties of the Nile ad infinitum. There is no 
indication of senilety about Mr. Latey, who is ever to the fore. 


The Lawyer’s Pocket—do not shudder at the word or its un- 
bottomed depths, as it is only a book I’m talking about—is worthy 
of notice. It is essentially practical and complete a little book as 
I’ve ever come across. Mr. Arther Powell, of the Middle Temple, 
1s responsible for its compilation, and he only asks half-a-crown. I 
hope he’ll net the other half, and make up the full crown, as 
some reward for his labours. The full title is ‘“‘The Lawyer's 
Remembrancer ’’—that’s a bill of costs. Horror! 


The private view of Mr. Herbert J. Finn’s water-colour drawings 
was held on Saturday, 19th inst., at the Modern Gallery, 175, Bond 
Street, W. The special feature of the exhibition is the architectural 
work, which includes some important and powerful drawings of 
the cathedrals of Canterbury, Winchester, and St. David's. 


The Police and the ‘“ Public.” 
POTMAN JOE ON TELEPHONIC INTERCOMMUNICATION, 


[‘“‘ Now, how much longer must the London public, when it wants 
to ring up the police by telephone, be denied the privilege ?”"— 
Evening News.] 


WHENE’ER some great reform is needed, 
And those who ought to start and speed it, 
Decline to hear of it or heed it, 
The Press must spare no nagging! 
And e’en the clown with cap and bells 
Upon the theme not vainly dwells, 
If on the theme his jest impels 
Men’s tongues to still keep wagging ! 
So Fun, without apology, will spout 
A vapid (yet veracious) yarn about 
The strange misunderstanding of a stout 
And stalwart, though illiterate, chucker-out ! 


In ‘‘ Snail and Snuff-box,” three times three 
Subscribers to the N. T. C.* 
Were grieving o'er the fact that we 
Poor Londoners are wholly 
3ereft of any simple scheme 
To send ‘‘ the Force”’ a telepheme 
In case of urgency extreme : 
And one of them read slowly 
From Evening News (with emphasis most strong 
And stern) the paragraph which heads my song. 
And—while he blared that shrewd ‘‘ How long? How 
long ?’’— 
It chanced that Potman Joe stood near the throng. 


And Joe, that night, in accents cheery 
Addressed his wife: ‘‘ You fancies, dearie, 
That, soon or late, some cove what’s beery 
Will kill me, ’thout a doubt 
But don’t you fret! The Heevnin’ Noos 
Is gwine to see as blokes in booze 
Sha’n’t give no blooomin’ outin’-does 
To us poor chuckers out! 
Wiv telephones it’s gwine to rig the wall 
Of all the ‘ Bobby’s barrickses,’ an’ all 
The London publics: So as we can call 
The coppers up, when drunkards starts to brawl!” 


Like Peter Bell, poor Joe was slim 

Of intellect, though large of limb, 

And ‘ the London lic” meant to him 
A ‘“pub.,”’ and nothing more ! 

Yet fools can still teach wise men wit + 

And Fw will to “ the Force” submit 

His foolish words, as words which it 


Were foolish to ignore! 


Their moral’s plain! Still be it London’s theme 
That London’s public must not lack a scheme 


To send (in case of urgency extreme) 
Its Guardians of the Peace a telepheme ! 
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He Would be a Baronet! 


Ou, he wanted to be a bad, bold Bart.,| 
’T was his boyhood’s young ambition ; 
For there’s nothing that brings such 
balm to the heart 
Like a baronet’s proud position. 


In dreams the title would haunt his 
mind, 
As he lay on his couch reclining, 
There was “Sir” in front, there was 
‘‘ Bart.”’ behind, 
And his name in the centre shining ! 
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But it puzzled him sore how he best 
might fix 
| That honour in splendour glaring— 
Some won it, he knew, through politics, 
And others through deeds of daring. 





Some took it because ’twas their heritage, 
And others for editing papers, 
And sometimes ’twas given to men on 
the stage 
For cutting theatrical capers. _ 

















But the man who wished to become a 
Bart., = 
Thought none of these modes to his 
liking : 
He wanted, you see, to perform his part, 
In a manner quite new and striking. 


Now, the plan he chose to obtain the 
prize 
Was daring, and strange, and funny ; 
He simply before our astonished eyes 
Proceeded to scatter his money ! : 


A cheque for Dick—he’sa greedy elf ; 
And one for Tom—he’s as greedy ; 
And now he has given a check to 
himself, 
And made himself poor and needy! 








But pause, ere upon the fallen man 
You apply your moral lotion, 
For remember, there’s nought a pro- 


Miss Egypt.—‘‘ When are you going to take me under your protection, Jack, my dear?”’ 


9 ” 


Jack.—‘‘ Well, ‘ shiver my timbers!’ what about the other fellows ‘ | moter can 
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Miss Egypt.—‘‘ Oh, never mind them; you’re the chap for me! Desire so much as promotion ! 
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Rough and Ready” Tribute to the Lord Kitchener, Lord Kitchener, you worked both hard and fast, 








Sirdar And did your work in such a style as could not be surpass’d ; 
? And whether you’re from Kerry, from Scotland, or the Strand, 

Lorp KitcHener, Lord Kitchener, a few short years ago Lord Kitchener, my hearty, I long to grip your hand. 
You took in hand old Pharoah’s land to “run” that ancient 

“ show": Lord Kitchener, Lord Kitchener, you’re loyal, brave, and true: 
And, to music of the maxim, and the rolling of the drum, Intact we'll hold our heritage with leaders such as you ; : 
Lord Kitchener you've done it, and you’ve made the business With men like you—all grit, true blue—a nation does not fear, 

bum! . So, Kitchener, we give you a ringing British cheer! 








A Laxative and Refreshing Fruit Lozenge, most agreeable to take. 


TAMAR INDIEN GRILLON 


CONSTIPATION, HEMORRHOIDS, 
BILE, HEADACHE, LOSS OF APPETITE, 
GASTRIC & INTESTINAL TROUBLES. | | 
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